
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 





Google 



y Google 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



o 



. » 


AND 


SKETCHES 


BY WASHINGTON IRVING. 


IN THE CORRESPONDING STYLE OF PHONOGRAPHY. 


ISAAC PITMAN & SONS, 1 AMEnToIinEE, PATERNOSTER ROW. 


BATH: 


ISAAC PITMAN, PHONETIC INSTITUTE. 


1884 / 
® ^Z^ T— ^ ® 



^5-1 SP- j . 3^ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 







y Google 



o o 



CONTENTS^. 

PAGE 

The Broken Heart . . . . 6 

The Wife .. .. .. i« 

The Widow and her Son .. ..36 

Bnral Life in England .. .. 50 

The Pride of the Village . . 66 

The Country Church .. .. .. 8S 



a 6 

I! 



i 



yGoogk 



y Google 



o o 



THE BROKEN HEART. 



^ ' ">■ ' X" -^ 'V^^ ' ^ '^ n. 

I neyer heard 
Of any true affection, bnt 'twas nipt 
iWith care, that, like the caterpillar, eats 
The leayes of the spring's sweetest book, the rose. 

It is a common practice with those who haye outliyed the susceptibility 
of early feeling, or haye been brought up in the gay heartlessness of dis- 
sipated life, to laugh at all loye stories, and to treat the tales of romantic 
passion as mere fictions of noyelists and poets. My obseryations on human 
nature haye induced me to think otherwise. They, haye conyinoed me,-that 
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howeyer the gnrfaoe of the character may be chilled and frozen by the cares 
of the world, or cultivated into mere smiles by the arts of society, still there 
are dormant fires lurking in the depths of the coldest bosom, which, when 
once enkindled, become impetuous, and are sometimes desolating in their 
effects. Indeed, I am a true believer in the blind deity, and go to the full 
extent of his doctrines. Shall I confess it ?— I believe in broken hearts, and 
the possibility <rf dying of disappointed love. I do not, however, consider it 
a malady often fatal to my own sex ; but I firmly believe that it withers 
down many a lovely woman into an early grave. 

Man is the creature of interest and ambition. His nature leads him forth 
into the struggle and bustle of the world. Love is but the embellishment of 
his early life, or a song piped in the intervals of the acts . He seeks for fame, 
for fortune, for space in the world's thought, and dominion over his fellow 
men. But a woman's whole life is a history of the affections. The heart is 
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her world : it is there her ambition strives for empire ; it is there her 
avarice seeks for hidden treasures. She sends forth her sympathies on 
adventure ; she embarks her whole soul in the trafQc of affection ; and if 
shipwrecked, her case is hopeless— for it is a bankruptcy of the heart. 

To a man the disappointment of love may occasion some bitter pangs : it 
wounds some feeling of tenderness— it blasts some prospects of felicity ; but 
he is an active being— he can dissipate his thoughts in the whirl of varied 
occupation, or can plunge into the tide of pleasure ; or, if the scaue of dis- 
appointment b8 too full of painful associations, he can shift his abode at will, 
and taking as it were the wings of the morning, can " fly to the uttermost 
parts of the earth, and be at rest." 

But woman's is comparatively a fixed, ft secluded, and a meditative life. 
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She is more the companion of her own thoughts and feelings ; and if they 
are turned to ministers of sorrow, where shall she look for consolation ? Her 
lot is to he wooed and won ; and if unhappy -in her love, her heart is like 
some fortress that has been captured, and sacked, and abandoned and left 
desolate. 

How many bright eyes grow dim— how many soft cheeks grow pale— how 
many lovely forms fade away into the tomb, and none can tell the cause that 
blighted their loveliness 1 As the dove will clasp its wings to its side, and 
cover and conceal the arrow that is preying on its vitals, so it is the nature 
of woman to hide from the world the pangs of wounded affection. The love 
of a delicate female is always shy and silent. Even when fortunate, she 
scarcely breathes it to herself ; but when otherwise, she buries it in the 
recesses of her bosom, and there lets it cower and brood among the ruins of 
her peace. With her the desire of the heart has failed. The great charm of 
existence is at an end. 
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She neglects all the cheeiful exercises which gladden the spirits, quicken 
the pulses, and send the tide of life in healthful currents through the veins. 
Her rest is broken — the sweet refreshment of sleep is poisoned by melancholy 
dreams — '' dry sorrow drinks her blood," until her enfeebled frame sinks 
under the slightest external injury. Look for her after a little while and 
you find friendship weeping over her untimely grave, and wondering that 
one who but lately glowed with all the radiance of health and beauty, should 
so speedily be brought down to " darkness and the worm." You will be told 
of some wintry chUl, some casual indisposition, that laid her low ; — but no 
one knows the mental malady that previously sapped her strength, aud made 
her so easy a prey to the spoiler. 

She is like some tender tree, the pride and beauty of the grove ; graceful in 
its form, bright in its foliage, but with the worm preying at its heart. We 
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find it suddenly withering, when it should be most fresh and luxuriant. We 
see it drooping its branches to the earth, and shedding leaf by leaf ; until, 
wasted and perished away, it falls even in the stillness of the forest ; and as 
we muse over the beautiful ruin, we strive in vain to recollect the blast or 
thunderbolt that could have smitten it with decay. 

1 have seen many instances of women running to waste and self-neglect^ 
and disappearing gradually from the earth, almost as if they had been 
exhaled to heaven ; and have repeatedly fancied that I could trace their death 
through the various declensions of consumption, cold, debility, languor, 
melancholy, until I reached the first symptom of disappointed love. But an 
instance of the kind was lately told to me ; the circumstances are well known 
in the countiy where they happened, and I shall but give them in the manner 
in which they were related. 

Everyone must recollect the tragical itory of young E , the Irish 
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patriot : it was too touching to be soon forgotten. During the troubles in 
Ireland he was tried, condemned, and executed, on a charge of treason. His 
fate made a deep impression on public sympathy. He was so young — so 
intelligent— 80 generous— so brave— so everything that we are apt to like in 
a young man. His conduct under trial, too, was so lofty and intrepid. The 
noble indignation with which he repelled the charge of treason against his 
country — the eloquent vindication of his name — and his pathetic appeal to 
posterity, in the hopeless hour of condemnation — all these entered deeply into 
every generous bosom, and even his enemies lamented the stern policy that 
dictated his execution. 

But there was one heart, whose anguish it would be impossible to describe. 
In happier days and fairer fortunes, he had won the affections of a beautiful 
and interesting girl, the daughter of a late celebrated Irish barrister. 

She loved him with the disinterested fervor of a woman's first and early 
love. When every worldly maxim arrayed itself against him ; when blast^ 
Q 6 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



o- 



-o 



12 



THE BROKEN HEART. 



^ V^ (-"^ /'\' ^^t y ±1 yi,° 



^ X -I- 



' ^ -^, "^ c^ ^ ) 



. 4 , K^^ ^!) t.!) I! ] ^ 



^<^-1^>L^: 



V 



^ 



/■ 



v^ 



^- 



^ 



i-. r^ 1 



U 



^ 



in f ortnne ; when disgrace and danger darkened around his name, she loved 
Tiim the more ardently for his very sufferings. If, then, his fate could awake 
the sympathy even of his foes, what must have been the agony of her whose 
whole soul was occupied by his image ? Let those tell who have had the 
portals of the tomb suddenly closed between them and the being they most 
loved on earth — ^who have sat at its threshold, as one shut out in a cold and 
lonely world, from whence all that was most lovely and loving had departed. 

But then the horrors of such a grave ! so frightful ! so dishonored ! There 
was nothing for memory to dwell on that could soothe the pang of separation 
—none of those tender, though melancholy circumstances, that endear the 
parting scene— nothing to melt sorrow into those blessed tears, sent, like 
the dews of heaven, to revive the heart in the parting hour of anguish. 

To render her widowed situation more desolate, she had incurred her 
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father's displeasure by her unfortunate attachment, and was an exile from 
the paternal roof. But could the sympathy and kind offices of friends hare 
reached a spirit so shocked and driven in by horror, she would have exper- 
ienced no want of consolation, for the Irish are a people of quick and 
generous sensibilities. The most delicate and cherishing attentions were 
paid her by families of wealth and distinction. She was led into society, and 
they tried by all kinds of occupation and amusement to dissipate her grief, 
and wean her from the tragical story of her loves. But it was all in vain. 
There are some strokes of calamity that scathe and scorch the soul — that 
penetrate to the vital seat of happiness— and blast it, never again to put forth 
bud or blossouL She did not object to frequent the haunts of pleasure, but 
she was as much alone there as in' the depths of solitude. She walked about 
in a sad reverie, apparently unconscious of the world around her. She car- 
ried with her an inward woe that mocked at all the blandishments of 
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friendship, ;and "heeded not the song of the charmer, charm he never &o 
wisely." 

The person who told me her story had seen her at a masquerade. There 
can be no exhibition of far-gone wretchedness more striking and painful than 
to meet it in such a scene. To find it wandering like a spectre, lonely and 
joyless, where all around is gay — ^to see it dressed out in the trappings of 
mirth, and looking so wan and wo-begone, as if it had tried in vain to cheat 
the poor heart into a momentary forgetfulness of sorrow. After strolling 
through the splendid rooms and giddy crowd with an air of utter abstraction, 
she sat herself down on the steps of ac orchestra, and looking about for 
some time with a vacant air, that showed her insensibility to the garish 
scene, she began, with the capriciousness of a sickly heart, to warble a little 
plaintive air. She had an exquisite voice ; but on this occasion it was so 
simple, so touching, it breathed forth such a soul of wretchedness, that she 
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drew a crowd mute and silent around her, and melted every one into t^ars. 

The story of^one so true and tender could not but excite great interest in 
a country remarkable for enthusiasm. It completely won the heart of a 
brave officer, who paid his addresses to her, and thought that one so true to 
the dead could not but prove affectionate to the living. She declined his 
attentions, for her thoughts were irrevocably engrossed by the memory of 
her former lover. He, however, persisted in his suit. He solicited not her 
tenderness, but her esteem.^ He was assisted by her conviction of his worth, 
and her sense of her own destitute and dependent situation, for she was 
existing on the kindness of friends. In a word, he at length succeeded in 
gaining her hand, though with the Eolemn assurance, that her heart was 
unalterably another's. 

He took her with him to Sicily, hoping that a change of scene might wear 
out the remembrance of early woes. She was an amiable and exemplary 
wife, and made an effort to be a happy one ; but nothing could cure the 
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silent and devouring melancholy that had entered into her very sooL She 
wasted away in a slow, but hopeless decline, and at length sunk into^the 
grave, the victim of a broken heart. 

It Iwas on her that Moore, the distinguished Irish poet, composed the 
following lines : 

She is far from the land where her young hero sleeps, 

And lovers around her are sighing : 
But coldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps. 

For her heart in his grave is lying. 

She sings the wild songs of her dear native plains. 

Every note which he loved awaking— 
Ah ! little they think, who delight in her strains, 

How the heart of the minstrel is breaking ! 
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He had lived for his love— for his Gonntry he died. 
They were all that to life had entwined him — 

Nor soon shall the tears of his country be dried, 
Nor long will his love stay behind him ! 

Oh ! make her a grave where the sun-beams rest. 

When they promise a glorious morrow ; 
They'll shine o'er her sleep, like a smile from the west, 

From her own loved island of sorrow ! 
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The treasures of the deep are not so precious 
As are the couccaled comforts of a man 
Locked up in woman's love. I scent the air 
Of blessings, when I come but near the house. 
What a delicious breath marriage sends forth .... 
The violet bed's not sweeter. 

MIDDLETOK. 
I have often had occasion to remark the fortitude with which women 
sustain the most overwhelming reverses of fortune. Those disasters which 
break down the spirit of a man, and prostrate him in the dust, seem to call 
forth all the energies of the softer sex, and give such intrepidity and eleva- 
tion to their character, that at times it approaches to sublimity. Nothing 
^ ^ 
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can be more touching than to behold a soft and tender female, who had been 
all weakness and dependence, and alive to every trivial roughness, while 
treading the prosperous paths of life, suddenly rising in mental force to 
be the comforter and supporter of her husband under misfortune, and 
abiding, with unshrinking firmness, the bitterest blasts of adversity. 

As the vine, which has long twined its graceful foliage about the oak, and 
been lifted by it into sunshine, will, when the hardy plant is rifted by the 
thunderbolt, cling around it with its caressing tendrils, and bind up its 
shattered boughs ; so is it beautifully ordered by Providence, that woman, 
who is the mere dependent and ornament of man in his happier hours, 
should be his stay and solace when smitten with sudden calamity ; winding 
herself into the rugged recesses of his nature, tenderly supporting the 
drooping head, and binding up the broken heart. 

I was once congratulating a friend, who had around him a blooming 
family, knit together in the strongest affection. " I can wish you no better 
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lot," said he, with enthusiasm, " than to have a wife and children. If you 
are prosperous, there they are to share your prosperity ; if otherwise, there 
they are to comfort you." And, indeed, I have observed that a married man 
falling into misfortunes is more apt to retrieve his situation in the world than 
a single one ; partly because he is more stimulated to exertions by the 
necessities of the helpless and beloved beings who depend upon him for 
subsistence ; but chiefly because his spirits are sootbed and relieved by 
domestic endearments, and his self-respect kept alive by finding, that though 
all abroad is darkness and humiliation, yet there is still a little world of love 
at home, of which he is the monarch. Whereas a single man is apt to run 
to waste and self-neglect ; to fancy himself lonely and abandoned, and his 
heart to fall to ruin like some deserted mansion, for want of an inhabitant. 
Tbese observations call to mind a little domestic story, of which I was 
once a witness. My intimate friend. Leslie, had married a beautiful and 
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accomplished girl, who had been brought up in the midst of fashionable lifi^. 
She had, it is true, no fortune, but that of my friend was ample ; and he 
delighted in the anticipation of indulging her in every elegant pursuit, and 
administering to thoro delicate tastes and fancied that spread a kind of 
witchery about the sex. ** Her Hfe," said he, "shall be like a fairy tale." 

The very difference in their characters produced an harmonious combina- 
tion : he was of a romantic and somewhat serious cast ; she was all life and 
gladness. I have often noticed the mute rapture with wliich he would gaze 
upon her in company, of which her sprightly powers made her the dclighc ; 
and how, in the midst of applause, her eye would still turn to him, as if Jiere 
alone she sought favor and acceptance. When leaning on his arm, her 
slender form contrasted finely with his tall manly person. The fond 
confiding air with which she looked up to him seemed to call forth a flash 
of triumphant pride and cherishing tenderness, as if he doted on his lovely 
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burden for its very helplessness. Never did a conple set forward on the 
flowery path of early and well-suited marriage with a fairer prospect of 
felicity. 

It was the fate of my friend, however, to have embarked his fortune in 
large speculations ; and he had not been married many months, when, by a 
succession of sudden disasters, it was swept from him, and he found himself 
reduced almost to penury. For a time he kept his situation to himself, and 
went about with a haggard countenamce, and a breaking heart. His life was 
but a protracted agony ; and what rendered it more insupportable was the 
necessity of keeping up a smile in the presence of his wife j for he could not 
bring liimself to overwhelm her with the news. She saw, however, with the 
quick eyes of affection, that all was not well with him. She marked hit 
altered looks and stifled sighs, and was not to be deceived by his sickly and 
vapid attempts at cheerfulness. She tasked all her sprightly powers and 
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tander blandlghments to win him back to happiness ; but she only drove the 
arrow deeper into his soul. The more he saw cause to lore her, the more 
torturing was the thought that he was soon to make her wretched. A little 
while, thought he, and the smile will vanish from that cheek — the song will 
die away from those lips— the lustre of those eyes will be quenched with 
sorrow ; and the happy heart, which now beats lightly in that bosom, will be 
weighed down like mine, by the cares and miseries of the world. 

At length he came to me one day, and related his whole situation in a tone 
of the deepest despair. When I had heard him through, I inquired, " Does 
your wife know all this ? " — ^At the question he burst into an agony of tears. 
" For God's sake ! " cried he, " if you have any pity on me, don't mention 
my wife ; it is the thought of her that drives me almost to madness !" 
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" And why not ? " said I. " She must know it sooner or later : you cannot 
keep it long from her, and the intelligence may break upon her in a more 
startling manner, than if imparted by yourself ; for the accents of those we 
love soften the harsliest tidings. Besides you are depriving yourself of the 
CDmforts of her sympathy ; and not merely that, but also endangering the 
only bond that can keep hearts together — an unreserved community of 
thought and feeling. She will soon perceive that something is secretly 
preying upon j'our mind ; and true love will not ' brook reserve : it feels 
undervalued and outraged, when even the sorrows of those it loves are 
concealed from it." ' 

" Oh, but, my friend ! to think what a blow I am to gfive to all her future 
prospects— how I am to strike her very soul to the earth, by t'lling her that 
her husband is a beggar ! that she is to forego all the elegancies of life — all 
the pleasures of society— to shrink with me into indigence and obscurity i 
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To tell her that I have dragged her down from the sphere in which she might 
have continued to move in constant brightness— the light of every eye— the 
admiration of every heart 1 — How can she bear poverty ? she has been brought 
up in all the refinements of opulence. How can she bear neglect V She has 
been the, idol of society. Oh, it will break her heart— it will break her 
heart ! '* 

I saw his. grief was eloquent, and I let it have its flow : for sorrow relieves 
itself by words. When his paroxysm had subsided, and he had relapsed 
into moody silence, I resumed the subject gently, and urged him to break 
his situation at once to his wife. He shook his head mournfully, but 
positively. 

" But liow are you to keep it from her ? It is necessary she should know 
it, that you may take the steps proper to the alteration of your cfi-cumstances. 
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You must change your style of living nay," observing a pang to pass 

across liis countenance, " don't let that afflict you. I am sure you have never 
placed your happiness in outwarti show — you have yet friends, warm friends, 
who will not think the worse of you for being less splendidly lodged : and 
surely it does not require a palace to be happy with Mary—" 

" I could be happy with her," cried he, convulsively, " in a hovel 1 — I could 

go down with her into poverty and the dust ! — I could — I could God 

bless her !— God bless her 1 " cried he, bursting into a transport of grief and 
tenderness. 

" And believe me, my friend," said I, stepping up, and grasping him 
warmly by the hand, " believe me slie can be the same with you. Ay, more : 
it will be a source of pride and triumph to her— it will call forth all the latent 
energies and fervent sympathies of her nature ; for she will rejoice to prove 
that she loves you for yourself. There is in every true woman's heart a 
O O 
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spwk of heavenly fire, which lies dormant in the broad daylight of 
prosperity ; bnt which kindles up, and beams and blazes In the dark hour 
of adversity. No man knows what the wife of his bosom is — no man knows 
what a ministering angel she is— until he has gone with her through the 
fiery trials of this world." 

There was something in the earnestness of my manner, and the figurative 
style of my language, that caught the excited imagination of Leslie. I 
knew the auditor I had to deal with ; and following up the impression I had 
made, I finished by persuading him to go home and unburden his sad heart 
to his wife. 

I must confess, notwithstanding all I had said. I felt some little solicitude 

for the result. Who can calculate on the fortitude of one whos^e whole life 

has been a round of pleasures ? Her gay spirits might revolt at the dark 

downward path of low humility suddenly pointed out before her, and might 
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cling to the sunny repions in which they had hitherto reveled. Besides, 
ruin in fa-^Iiiouable life is accompanied by so many gallhig mortifications, to 
"whicli in ctlicr ranks it is a stranger. — In short, 1 could not meet Leslie the 
next morni)ig without trepidation. He had made the disclosure. 

" And how did slie bear it V " 

"Like an nngel I It seemed rather to be a relief to her mind, for she 
threw Jier arms round my neck, and asked if this was all that had lately 
made me unlinp5'y. — But, poor girl." addv>d h", " she cannot realize the 
clianpe wo mn^t und r^'o. She has no idea of poverty but in the abstract ; 
she 1 as only read of it in poetry, where it is allied to love. Slie feels as yet 
no privaiion ; sl,e supers no loss of accustomed conveniences nor elegancies. 
When we come praccical-y to experience its sordid cares, its paltry wants, its 
petty humiliaiious — then will be'thereal trial." 
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"But," said I, "now that you have got over the severest task, that of 
breaking? it to lier, the sooner you let tl.e world into the stcrot the better. 
The dij^closiire may be mortifyirii? ; but then it is a single misery, and soon 
over : whereas you otherwise suffer it, in anticipation, every hour in the day. 
It is not poverty so much as pretence, that harasses a ruined man — the 
struggle between a proud mind and an empty purse — the keeping up a 
hollow show tl at must soon come to an end. Have tlie courage to appear 
poor, and you disarm poverty of its sharpest sting." On this point I found 
Leslie jieif ctly pr. pared. He liad no false pride himself, and as to his wife, 
she was only anxious to conform to their altered fortunes. 

Some days afterwards he called upon me in the evening. He had disposed 
of his dweliing-house, and taken a small cottage in the country, a few miles 
from town. He had been busied all day in sending out furniture* The new 
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establishment required few articles, and those of the simplest kind. All the 
splendid furniture of his late residence had been sold, excepting his wife's 
harp. That, he said, was too closely associated with the idea of herself ; it 
belonged to the little story of their loves ; for some of tho sweetest moments 
of their courtsliip were those when he had leaned over that instrument, and 
listened to the melting tones of her voice. I could not but smile at this 
instance of romantic gallantry in a doting husband. 

He was now going out to the cottajje. where his wife had been all day 
superintending its arrangement. My feelings had become strongly inter- 
ested in the progress of this family story, and, as it was a fine evening, I 
offered to accompany him. 

He was wearied with the fatigues of the day, and as he walked out, fell 
into a fit of gloomy musing. 

" Poor Mary 1 " at length, broke, with a heavy sigh, from his lips. 

" And what of her?" asked I : " has any thing happened to her ?" 
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" What," said he, darting an impatient glance,*- is it nothing to be reduced 
to this paltry situation — to be caged in a miserable cottape — to be obliged 
to toil almost in the menial concerns of her wretched habitation ?" 

"Has she then repined at thecliange ?" 

" Repined ! she has been nothing but sweetness and good humor. Indeed, 
she seems in better spirits than I have ever known her ; she has been to me 
all love, and tenderness, and comfort 1" 

'* Admirable girl 1" exclaimed I. " You call yourself poor, my friend ; you 
never w^ere so rich— you never knew the boundless treasures of excellence 
you possessed in that woman." 

" Oh 1 but, my friend, if this first meeting at the cottage were over, I think 
I could then be comfortable. But this is her first day of rearexperience ; she 
has been introduced into a humble dwelling — she has been employed all day 
in arranging its miserable equipments — she has, for the first time, known 
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the fatiprne of domestic employment — she has, for thefifst time, looked round 
her on a home destitute of every thing elegant, — almost of every thing con- 
venient ; and may now ba Fitting down, exliaustcd and spiritless, brooding 
over a pros] ect of future poverty." 

Tlure v>a.s a degree of probability in this picture that I could not gainsay, 
so we walked on in silence. 

Af er t u: ning from the main road up a narrow lane, so thickly shaded with 
fort st trees as to give it a complete air of seclusion, we came in sight of the 
cottage. It was liumble enough in its a;)pearance for tl)e most pastoral 
poet ; and yet it had a pleasing rural look. A wild vine had overrun one 
end witli a j-rofusion of foliage ; a few trees threw tlieir branches gracefully 
over it ; a:id 1 ohsjrved several pots of flowers tastefully disposed about the 
door, and on ilie grass plot in front. A small wicket gate openr d upon a 
footpath that wound through some shrubbery to the door. Just as we 
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approached, we heard the sound of mu8ic — Leslie grasped my arm ; we paused 
and listened. It Avas Mary's voice singing, in a style of tlie most touching 
simplicity, a little air of which her husband was peculiarly fond. 

I felt Leslii's hand tremble on my arm. He stepped forward to hoar more 
distinctly. His step made a noise on the gravel walk. A bright beautiful 
face glanced out at the window and vanished — a light footstep was heard — 
and Mary came tripping forth to meet us : she was in a pretty rural dr^ss 
of while ; a few wild flowers were twisted in her fine hair ; a f > esh bloom 
was on her cheek ; her whole countenance beamed with smiles— I had never 
seen her look so lovely. 

** My dear Oeorge." cried she, " I am so glad you are come ! I linve been 
< watching and watching for you ; and running down the lane, aud looking 
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out for you. I've set out a table under a beautifol tree behind the cottage ; 
and I've been gathering some of the most delicious strawberries, for I know 
you are fond of them — and we have such excellent cream— aud everything is 
so sweet and still here— Oh !" said she, putting her arm within his, and 
looking up brightly in his face, " Oh, we shall be so happy I" 

Poor Leslie was overcome. He caught her to his bosom— he folded his 
arms round her— he kissed her again and again — he could not speak, but the 
tears gashed into his eyes ; and he has often assured me that though the 
world has since gone prosperously with him, and his life has. indeed, been a 
happy one, yet never has he experienced a moment ofi such unutterable 
felicity. 
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Pittie old age, within whose silver hairea 
Honor and reverence evermore have ralgn'd. 

Marlowe's Tamburlaine. 

Daring my residence in the country, I used frequently to attend at the 
old village church. Its shadowy aisles, its mouldering monuments, its dark 
oaken pannelling, all reverend with the gloom of departed years, seemed to 
fit it for the haunt of solemn meditation. A Sunday, too, in the country, is 
so holy in its repose ; such a pensive quiet reigns over the face of nature, 
that every restless passion is charmed down, and we feel all the natural 
religion of the soul gently springing up within us. 
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" Sweet (lay, so pure, so calm, so bright, 
The bridal of the earth and sky." 

I do not pretend to claim the character of a devout man'; but there are 
feelinps that visit me in a country church, amid the beautiful serenity of 
nature, which I experience nowhere else ; and if not a more religious, I think 
lam a bett<'r man on Sunday, than on any other day of the seven. 

But in tills church I felt myself continually thrown back upon the world 
by the frigidity and pomp of the poor worms around me. The only being 
that seemed thoroughly to feel the humble and prostrate piety of a true 
Christian was a poor decrepit old woman, bending under the weight of years 
and infirmities. Slie bore the traces of something better than abject poverty. 
The lingerinss of decent pride were visible in her appearance. Her dress, 
though humble in the extreme, w^as scrupulously clean. Some trivial 
respect, too, had been awarded her, for she did not take her scat among the 
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Tillage poor, bat eat alone on the steps of the altar. She seemed to have 
survived all love, all friendship, all society ; and to have nothing left her 
but the hopes of heaven. When I saw her feebly rising and bending her 
aged form in prayer ; habitually conning her prayer-book, which her palsied 
hand and failing eyes would not permit her to read, but which she evidently 
knew by heart ; I felt persuaded that the faltering voice of that poor woman 
arose to heaven far before the responses of the clerk, the swell of the organ, 
or the chanting of the choir. 

I am fond of loitering about country churches, and this was so delightfully 
situated, that it frequently attracted me. It stood on a knoll, round which 
a small stream made a beautiful bend, and then wound its way through a 
long reach of soft meadow scenery. The church was surrounded by yew 
trees which seemed almost coeval with itself. Its tall gothic spire shot up 
lightly from among them, with rooks and crows generally wheeling about 
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it. I was seated there one still sunny morning, watching two laborers who 
were digging a grave. They had chosen one of the most remote and neglected 
corners of the churchyard ; where, from the number of nameless graves 
around, it would appear that the indigent and friendless were huddled into 
the earth. I was told that the new made grave was for the only son of a 
poor widow. While I was meditating on the distinctions of worldly rank, 
which extend thus down into the very dust, the toll of the bell announced the 
approach of the funeral. They were the obsequies of poverty, with which 
pride liad nothing to do. A coffin of the plainest materials, without pall or 
other covering, was borne by some of the villagers. The sexton walked 
before with an air of cold indifference. There were no mock mourners in 
the trappings of aflfected woe ; but there was one real mourner who feebly 
tottered after the corpse. It was the aged mother of ttie deceased — ^the poor 
old woman whom I had seen seated on the steps of the altar. She was 
supported by a humble friend, who was endeavoring to comfort her. A few 
of the neighboring poor had joined the train, andfsome children of the village 
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were running hand in hand, now shouting with unthinking mirth, and now 
pausing to gaze, with childish curiosity, on the grief of the mourner. 

As the funeral train approached the grave, the i)arBon issued from the 
church porch, arrayed in the surplice with prayer-book in hand, and attended 
by the clerk. The service, however, was a mere act of charity. The deceased 
had been destitute, and the survivor was penniless. It was shuffled through, 
therefore, in form, but coldly and unfeelingly. The well-fed priest moved 
but a few steps from the church door ; his voice could scarcely be heard at 
the grave ; and never did I hear the funeral service, that sublime and 
touching ceremony, turned into such a frigid mummery of words. 

I approached the grave. The coffin was placed on the ground. On it were 
inscribed the name and age of the deceased — '' George Somers. aged 26 
years." The poor mother had been assisted to kneel down at the head of it. 
Her withered hands were clasped, as if in prayer, but I could perceive by a 
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feeble rocking of the body, and a conrnlsive motion of the h'ps,that she web 
gazing on the last relics of her son, with the yearnings of a mother's heart. 
The service being ended, preparations were made to deposit the coffin in 
the earth. There was that bustling stir which breaks so harshly on the 
feelings of grief and affection ; directions given in the cold tones of busi- 
ness ; the striking of spades into sand and gravel ; which, at the grave of 
those we love, is, of all sounds, the most withering. The bustle around 
teemed to waken the mother from a wretched reverie. She raised her glazed 
eyes, and looked about with a faint wildness. As the men approached with 
cords to lower the coffin into the grave, she wrung her hands and broke into 
an agony of grief. The poor woman who attended her took her by the arm, 
endeavoring to raise her from the earth, and to whisper something like 
consolation — "■ Nay, now — ^nay, now — don't take it so sorely, to heart." She 
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could only shake her head and wring her hands, as one not to be comforted. 

As they lowered the body into the earth, the creaking of the cords seemed 
to agonize her ; bat when, on some accidental obstruction, there was a 
justling of the coffin, all the tenderness of the mother burst forth ; as if any 
h^nn could come to him who was far beyond the reach of worldly suffering. 

I could see no more — my heart swelled into my throat— my eyes filled with 
tears — I felt as if I were acting a barbarous part in standing by and gazing 
idly on this scene of maternal anguish. I wandered to another part of the 
churchyard, where I. remained until the funeral train had dispersed. 

When I saw the mother slowly and painfully quitting the grave, leaving 
behind her the remains of all that was dear to her on earth, and returning 
to silence and destitution, my heart ached for her. What, thought I, are 
the distresses of the rich ? they have friends to soothe— pleasure to beguile 
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—a world to divsrt and dissipate their griefs. Wliat are the sorrows of the 
young? Their growing minds soon close above the wound— their Elastic 
spirits soon rise beneath the pressure — their green and ductile affections soon 
twine around new objects. But the sorrows of the poor, who have no out- 
ward appliances to soothe— the sorrows of the aged, with whom life at best 
is but a wintry day, and who can look for no after growth of joy— the sorrows 
of a widow, aged, solitary, destitute, mourning over an only son, the last 
solace of her years ; these are indeed sorrows which make us feel the im- 
potency of consolation. 

It was some time before I left the churchyard. On my way homeward I 
met with the woman who had acted as comforter : she was just returning 
from accompanying the mother to her lonely habitation, and I drew from her 
some particulars connected with the affecting scene I had witnessed. 

The parents of the deceased had resided in the village from childhood. 
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They had inhabited one of the neatest< cottages, and by Tarioas rural 
occupations, and the assistance of a small garden, had supported themselves 
creditably and comfortably, and led a happy and blameless life. They had 
one son, who had grown up to be the staff and pride of their age.—" Oh, Sir 1 " 
said the good woman, " he was such a comely lad, so sweet-tempered, so kind 
to every one around him, so dutiful to his parents ! It did one's heart good 
to see him of a Sunday, dressed out in his best, so tall, so straight, so cheery, 
supporting his old mother to church— for she was always fonder of leaning 
on G«orge'8 arm than on her good man's ; and, poor soul, she might well be 
proud of him, for a finer lad there was not in the country round." 

Unfortunately, the son was tempted, during a year of scarcity and 
agricultural hardship, to enter into the service of one of the sniall craft that 
plied on a neighboring river. He had not been long in this employ when he 
was entrapped by a press-gang, and carried off to sea. His parents received 
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tidings of his seizure, bnt beyond that they could learn nothing. It -ras 
the loss of their main prop. The father, who was already infirm, grew, 
heartless and melancholy, and sunk into his grave. The widow, left lonely 
in her age and feebleness, could no longer support herself, and came npon 
the parish. Still there was a kind feeling toward her throughout the 
Tillage, and a certain respect, as being one of the oldest inhabitants. As no 
one applied for the cottage, in which she had passed so many happy days, 
she was permitted to remain in it, where she lived solitary and almost 
helpless. The few wants of nature were chiefly supplied from the scanty 
production of her little garden, which the neighbors would now and then 
cultivate for her. It was but a few days before the time at which these 
circumstances were told me, that she was gathering some vegetables for her 
repast, when she heard th^ cottage door which faced the garden suddenly 
open. A stranger came out, and seemed to be looking eagerly and wildly 
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around. He waa dressed in seamen's clothes, was emaciated and ghastly 
pale, and bore the air of one broken by sickness and hardships. He saw her, 
and hastened toward her, bat his steps were faint and faltering ; he sank on 
his knees before her, and sobbed like a child. The poor woman gazed upon 
him with a vacant and wandering eye — " Oh my dear, dear mother ! don't 
you know your son ? your poor boy George ? " It was indeed the wreck of 
her once noble lad ; who, shattered by wounds, by sickness and foreign im- 
prisonment, had, at length, dragged his wasted limbs homeward, to repose 
among the scenes of his childhood. 

I will not attempt to detail the particulars of such a meeting, where joy 
and sorrow were so completely blended : still he was alive ! he was come 
home I he might yet live to comfort and cherish her old age I Nature, 
however, was exhausted in him ; and if an3rthinghad been wanting to finish 
the work of fate, the desolation of his native cottage would have been 
suffioient. He stretched himself on the pallet on which his widowed mother 
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had passed many a sleepless night, and he never rose from it again. 

The Tillager8,when they heard that George Somers had returned, crowded 
to see him. offering every comfort and assistance that their humble means 
afforded. He was too weak, however, to talk— he could only look his thanks. 
His mother was his constant attendant ; and he seemed unwilling to be 
helped by any other hand. 

There is something in sickness that breaks down the pride of manhood ; 
that softens the heart, and brings it back to the feelings of infancy. Who 
that has languished, even in advanced life, in sickness and despondency ; 
who that has pined on aweary bed in the neglect and loneliness of a foreign 
land ; but has thought on the mother '* that looked on his childhood," that 
smoothed his pillow, and administered to his helplessness ? Oh I there is 
an enduring tenderness in the love of a mother to a son that transcends all 
other affections of the heart. It is neither to be chiUed by selfishness, nor 
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dsanted by danger, nor weakened by worthleasness, nor stifled by ingrati- 
tude. She will sacrifice every comfort to his convenience ; she will sur- 
render every pleasure to his enjoyment ; she will glory in his fame, and 
emit in his prosperity :— and if adversity overtake him, he will be the dearer 
to her through misfortune ; and if disgrace settle upon his name, she will 
still love and cherish him in spite of his disgrace ; and if all the world 
beside cast him off, she will be all the world to him. 

Poor George Somers had known what it was to be in sickness, and none 
to soothe — lonely and in prison, and none to visit him. He could not endure 
his mother from his sight ; if she moved away, his eye would follow her. 
She would sit for hours by his bed, watching him as he slept. Sometimes 
he would start from a feverish dream, and look anxiously up until he saw 
her venerable form bending over him ; when he would take her hand, lay 
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it on his bosom,* and fall asleep with the tranquility of a child. In this way 
he died. 

My first impnlse on hearing this humble tale of affliction, was to visit the 
cottage of the mourner, and administer pecuniary assistance, and, if possible, 
comfort. I found, however, on inquiry, that the good feelings of the 
villagers had prompted them to do everything that the case admitted : and 
as the poor know best how to console each other's sorrows, I did not venture 
to intrude. 

The next Sunday I was at the village church ; when to my surprise, I 
saw the poor old woman tottering down the aisle to her accustomed seat on 
the steps of the altaK 

She had made an effort to put on Bomettiing like mourning for her son ; 
and nothing could be more touching than this struggle between pious affec- 
tion and utter poverty : a black riband or so— a faded black handkerchief, 
and one or two more such humble attempts to express by outward signs I 
• —11' ' ' 



that, grief which passes show. When I looked round upon the storied 
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monuments, the stately hatchments, the cold marble pomp, with which 
grandeur mourned magnificently over departed pride, and turned to this 
poor widow, bowed down by age and sorrow at the altar of her God, and 
offering up the prayers and praises of a pious, though a broken heart, I felt 
that this living monument of real grief waa worth them all. 

I related her story to some of the wealthy members of the congregation, 
and they were moved by it. They exerted themselves to render her situation 
more comfortable, and to lighten her afflictions. It was, however, but 
smoothing a few steps to the grave. In the course of a Sunday or two after, 
she was missed from her usual seat at church, and before 1 left the neighbor- 
hood, I heard, with a feeling of satisfaction, that she had quietly breathed 
her last, and had gone to rejoin those she loved, in that world where sorrow 
is never known, and friends are never parted. 
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Oh ! friendly to the hest pursuits of man, 
Friendly to thought, to virtue, and to peace, 
Domestic life in rural pleasure pass'd ! 

COWPBR. 

The stranger who would form a correct opinion of the English character, 
must not confine his observations to the metropolis. He must go forth into 
the country ; he must sojourn in villages and hamlets ; he must visit castles, 
villas, farm-houses, cottages ; he must wander through parks and gardens ; 
along hedges and green lanes ; he must loiter about country churches ; 
attend wakes and fairs, and other rural festivals ; and cope with the people 
in all their conditions, and all their habits and humors. 

In some countries the large cities absorb the wealth and fashion 
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nation ; they are the only fixed abodes of elegant and intelligent society 
and the country is inhabited almost entirely by boorish peasantry. In 
England, on the contrary, the metronolis is a mere gathering place, or general 
rendezvous, of the polite classes, "where they devote a small portion of the 
year to a liurry of gaiety and dissipation, and having indulged this kind of 
carnival, return again to the apparently more congenial habits of rural life. 
The various orders of society are therefore diffused over the whole surface 
of the kingdom, and the most retired neighborhoods afford specimens of the 
different ranks. 

The English, in fact, are strongly gifted with the rural feeling. They 
possess a quick sensibility to the beauties of nature, and a keen relish for 
the pleasures and employments of the country. This passion seems inherent 
in them. Even tlie inhabitants of cities, bom and brought up among brick 
walls and bustling streets, enter wiih facility into rural habits and evince a 
I turn for rural occupation. The merchant has his snug retreat in the vicinity 
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of the metropolis, where he often displays as muoh pride and zeal in the 
cultivation of bis flower-garden, and the maturing of his fruits, as he does 
in the conduct of liis business, and the success of his commercial enterprises. 
Even those less fortuuate individuals, who are doomed to pass their lives in 
the midst of din and traffic, contrive to have something that shall remind 
them of the green aspect of nature, La the most dark and dingy quarters 
of. the city, the diawing-room windows resemble frequently a bank of flowers ; 
every spot capable of vegetation has its grass-plot and flower-bed ; and every 
square its mimic paik, laid out with picturesque taste, and gleaming with 
rehieshing verdure. 

Those who see the Englishman only in town, are apt to form an unfavor- 
able opinion of bis social character. He is either absorbed in business, or 
distracted by the thousand engagements that dissipate time, thought, and 
feeling, in this huge metropolis. He has, therefore, too commonly a look of 
hurry and abstraction. Wherever he happens to be, he is on the point of 
W 6 



y Google 



■ ^0 

RURAL LIFE IN ENGLAND. . 53 

— ^^ u-^., (•- . i^ X^" 

< ^ [- ^' i "^, :^ x^ -^ X 

J* 

going 8omewli9re else ; at the moment he is talking on on& subject, his mind 
is wandering to another ; and while paying a fviendly visit, he is calculating 
how he shall economize time so as to pay the other visits allotted to the 
morning. An inunense metropolis, like London, is calculated to make men 
selfish and uninteresting. In their casual and transient meetings, they can 
but deal briefly in common-places. They present but the cold superficies of 
character — its rich and genial qualities have no time to be warmed into a fiow. 
It is in the country that the Englishman gives scope to his natural feel- 
ngs. He breaks loose gladly from the cold formalities and negative civilities 
of town ; throws off his habits of shy reserve, and becomes joyous and 
free-hearted. He manages to collect round him all the conveniences and 
elegancies of polite life, and to banish its restraints. His country seat 
abounds with every requisite, either for studious retirement, tasteful 
gratification, or rural exercise. Books, paintings, music, horses, dogs, and 
sporting implements of all kinds, are at han^. He puts no constraint, either 
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upon his giiests or bimaelt bnt in the tnie spirit of hospitality provi<)«? the 
mplins of enjoyment, and leaves every one to partake adcording to his in- 
clination. 

The taste of the English in the cultivation of land, and in what is eft' led 
landscape gardening, is unrivalled. They have studied nature intently, and 
discover an exquisite sense of her beatttiful forms aild Iiarmonious com- 
bindtions. Those charms, which in other countries she lavishes in wild 
solitudes, are here assembled round the haunts of domestic lif'\ They reem 
to hikve caught her coy and furtive graces, and spread tliem, like witchery, 
about their rural abodes. 

Nothing can be more imposing th4n the magnificence of English park 
scenery. Vast lawns that extend like sheets of vivid srreen. with here and 
there clumps of gigantic trees, heaping Up rich piles of foliage. The solemn 
pomp of groves and woodland glades, with the doer trooping in silent herds 
across them ; the hare, bounding away to the covert ; or the pheasant. 
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suddenly bursting upon the wing. The brook, taught to wind in the most 
natural meanderings, or expand into a glassy lake— the sequestered pool, 
reflecting the quivering trees, with the yellow leaf sleeping on its bosom, and 
the trout roaming fearlessly about its limpid waters : while some rustic 
temple or sylvan statue, grown green and dank with age, gives an air of 
classic sanctity to the seclusion. 

These are but a few of the features of park scenery ; but what most 
delights me, is the creative talent with which the English decorate the un- 
ostentatious abodes of middle life. The rudest habitation, the most un- 
promising and scanty portion of land, in the hands of an Englishman of 
taste, becomes a little paradise. With a nicely discriminating eye, he seizes 
at once upon its capabilities, and pictures in his mind the future landscape. 
The sterile spot grows into loveliness under his hand ; and yet the operations 
of art which produce the efEect are scarcely to be perceived. The cherishing 
and training of some trees ; the cautious pruning of others ; the nice dis- 
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tribntion of flowers and plants of tender and graceful foliage ; the Introduc- 
tion of a green slope of velvet turf ; the partial opening to a peep of blue 
distance, or silver gleam of water ; all these are managed with a delicate 
tact, a pervading yet quiet assiduity, like the magipal touchings with which 
a painter finishes up a favorite picture. 

The residence of people of fortune and refinement In the country has 
diffused a degree of taste and elegance in rural economy, that descends to the 
lowest class. The very laborer, with his thatched cottage and narrow slip 
of ground, attends to their embellishment. The' trini hedge, the grass-plot 
before the door, the little flower-bed bordered with snug-box, the woodbine 
trained up against the wall, and hanging its blossoms about the lattice, the 
pot of flowers in the window, the holly providently planted about the house, 
to cheat winter of its dreariness, and throw in a semblance of green summer 
to cheer the fireside : all this bespeaks the influence of taste, flowing down 
from high sources, and pervading the lowest levels of the public mind. If 
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ever Love, as poets sing, delights to visit a cottage, it must be the cottage of 
an English peasant. 

The fondness for rural life among the higher classes of the English has had 
a great and salutary effect upon the national oharactier. I do not know a 
finer race of men than the English gentlemen. Instead of the softness and 
effeminacy which characterize the men of rank in most countries, they 
exhibit a union of elegance and strength, a robustness of frame and freshness 
of complexion, which I am inclined to attribute to their living so much in 
the open air. and pursuing so eagerly the invigorating recreations of the 
country. These hardy exercises produce also a healthy tone of mind and 
spirits, and a manliness and simplicity of manners, which even the follies 
and dissipations of the town cannot easily pervert, and can never entirely 
destroy. I n the country, too, the different orders of society set m to approach 
more freely, to be more disposed to blend and operate favorably upon each 
other. The distinctions between them do not appear to be so marked and 
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impassable, as in the cities. The manner in which property has been dis- 
tributed into small estates and forms, has established a regular gradation 
from the nobleman, through the classes of gentry, small landed proprietors, 
and substantial farmers, down to the laboring peasantry ; and while it has 
thus banded the extremes of society together, has infused into each inter- 
mediate rank a spirit of independence. This, it must be confessed, is not 
so universally the case at present as it was formerly : the larger estates 
having, in late years of distress, absorbed the smaller, and, in some parts of 
the country, almost annihilated the sturdy race of small farmers. These, 
however, I believe, are but casual breaks in the general system I have 
mentioned. 

In rural occupation there is nothing mean and debasing. It leads a man 
forth among scenes of natural grandeur and beauty ; it leaves him to the 
workings of his own mind, operated upon by the purest and most elevating 
of external influences. Such a man may be simple and rough, but he cannot 
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be vulgar. Th» man of refinement, therefore, finds nothing revolting in an 
intercourse with tlie lower orders in rural life, as he does when he casually 
mingles with the lower orders of cities. He lays aside his distance and re- 
serve, and is glad to ware the distinctions of rank, and to enter into the 
honest, heartfelt enjoyments of common life. Indeed the very amusements 
of the country bring men more and more together ; and the sound of hound 
and horn blend all feelings into harmony. I believe this is one great reason 
why the nobility and gentry are more popular among the inferior orders In 
IBngland than they are in any other country ; and why the latter have 
endured so many excessive pressures and extremities, without repining more 
generally at the unequal distribution of fortune and priviledge. 

To this mingling of cultivated and rustic society may also be attributed 

the rural feeling that runs through Bri:ish literature ; the frequent use of 

^^illustrations from rur^l life ; those incomparable descriptions of nature that 
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abound In the British poets— that have contiilaed down from ** the Flower 
and the Leaf " of Chaucer, and have brought into our closets all the fresh- 
ness and fragrance of the dewy landscape. The pastoral writers of othei* 
countries appear as if they had paid nature an occasional visit, and become 
acquainted with her general charms ; but the British poets have lived and 
reveUed with her,^they have wooed her in her most secret haunts, — they 
have watched her minutest caprices. A spray could not tremble in the 
breeze — a leaf could not rustle to the ground-^ diamond drop could not 
patter in the stream— a fragrance could not exhale from the humble violet, 
nor a daisy unfold its crimson tints to the morning ; bnt it has been noticed 
by these impassioned and delicate observers, and wrought up into some 
beautiful morality. 

The effect of this devotion of elegant minds to rural occupations has been 
wonderful on the face of the country. A great part of the island is level, and 
Would be monotonous, were it not for the charms of culture ; but it is 
studded and gemmed as it were with castles and palaces, and embroidered 
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with parks and gardens. It does not aboand in grand and sublime prospects, 
but rather in little home scenes of rural reposv^ and sheltered quiet. Every 
antique farm-house and moss-grown cottage is a picture : and as the roads 
-are continually winding, and the view is shut in by groves and hedges, the 
eye is delighted by a continual succession of small landscapes of captivating 
loveliness. 

The great charm, however, of English scenery is the moral feeling that 
seems to pervade it. It is associated in the mind with ideas of order, of quiet, 
of sober well established principles, of hoary usage and reverend custom. 
Everything seems to be the growth of ages of regular and peaceful existence. 
The old church of remote architecture, with its low massive portal ; its 
gothic tower ; its windows rich with tracery and painted glass ; its stately 
monuments of warriors and worthies of the olden time, ancestors of the 
present lords of the soil ; its tombstones, recording successive generations of 
sturdy yeomanry, whose progeny still plough the same fields, and kneel at 
the same altar — ^The parsonage, a quaint irregular pile, partly antiquated, 
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but repaired and altered in the tastes of yarious ages and occupants — ^The 
stile and footpath leading ^om the churchyard, across pleasant fields, and 
along shady hedgerows, according to an inunemorable right of way— The 
neighboring village, with its venerable cottages, its public green sheltered 
by trees, under which the forefathers of the present race hikve sported— The 
antique family mansion, standing apart in some little rural domain, but 
looking down with a protecting air on the surrounding scene— All these 
conmion features of English landscape evince a calni and settled security, 
an hereditary transmission of homebred virtues and local attachments, that 
speak deeply and touchingly for the moral character of the nation. 

It is a pleasing sight of a Sunday morning, when the bell is sending its 
sober melody across the quiet fields, to behold the peasantry in their best 
finery, with ruddy faces and modest cheerfulness, thronging tranquilly along 
the green lanes to church ; but it is still more pleasing to see them in th^ 
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erenlng, gathering about their cottage doors, and appearing to exult in the 
humble comforts and embellishments which their own hands have spraad 
around them. 

It is this sweet home-feeling, this settled repose of affection in the domestic 
scene, that is, after all, the parent at the steadiest virtues and purest en- 
joyments ; and I cannot close these desultory remarks better, than by qu oting 
the words of a modern English poet, who has depicted it with remarkable 
felicity : 

Through each gradation, from the castled hall, 
The city dome, the villa crown'd with shade. 
But chief from modest mansions numberless, 
In town or hamlet, shelt'ring middle life, 
Down to the cottaged vale, and straw-roof 'd shed, 
This western isle hath long been famed for scenes 
Where bliss domestic finds a dwelling-place : 
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Domestic bliss, that, like a harmleas dove, 
(Honor and sweet endearment keeping guards) 
Can centre in a little quiet nest 
AH that desire would hs for through the earth ; 
That can, the world eluding, be itself 
A world enjoyed ; that wants no witnesses 
But its own shaiiers, and approving heaven ; 
. That, like a flower deep hid in rocky cleft, 

Smiles, though 'tis looking only at the skjr. 
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May no wolfe howle : no screech owle stir 

A wing about tby sepulchre ! 

Ko boysterous winds or storms come hither, 

To starve or wither 
Thy soft sweet earth I but, like a spring, 
Love keep it ever flourishing. 



HERRIGK. 
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In the course of an* excursion through one of the remote counties of 
England, I had struok into one of those cross roads that lead through the 
more secluded parts of the country, and stopped one afternoon at a village, 
the situation o| which was beautifully rural and retired. There was an air 
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of primitire simplicity Itbont its inhabitants, not to be found in tbe villages 
which lie on the gteat coach roads. I determined to pass the night there, 
and haying taken an early dinner, strolled out to enjoy the neighboring 
scenery. 

My ramble, as is usually the case with travelers, soon led me to the church, 
which stood at a little distance from the village. Indeed, it was an object 
of some curiosity, its old tower being completely overrun with ivy, so that 
only here and there a jutting buttress, an angle of grey wall, or a fantastically 
carved ornament, peered through the verdant covering. It was a lovely 
evening. The early part of the day had been dark and showery, but in the 
afternoon it had cleared up ; and though sullen clouds still Imng over head, 
yet there was a broad tract of golden sky in the west, from which tbe setting 
sun gleamed through the dripping leaves, and lit up all nature into a 
melancholy smile. It seemed like the parting hour of a good Chris. ia^ 
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smiling on the sins and sorrows of the world, and giving, In the serenity of 
his decline, &n assurance tbat he will rise againnn glory. 

I had seated myself on a half -sunken tombstone, ftnd was musing, as one is 
apt to do at this sober^thoughted hour, on past scenes and early friends— 'on 
those who were distant and those who wer» dead— and indulging in that 
kind of melanoholy fancying, which has in it something sw eter even than 
pleasure. Every now and then, the stroke of a bell from the neighboring 
towidr fell on my ear ; its tones were in unison with the scene, and, instead of 
jarring, chimed in with my feelings ; and it was some time before I recollected, 
that it must be tolling the knell of some new tenant of the tomb. 

Presently I saw a funeral train moving aOross the village green ; it wound 
slow y along a lane ; was lost, and re-appeared through the breaks oi the 
hedges, until it passed the place where I was sitting. The pall was supported 
by young girls, dressed in white ; and another, about the age of seventeen. 
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w a1ked before, bearing 9- chaplet of white flqwers ; a token that the decease^ 
-vi'aB a young and unmarried female. The corpse was followed by the parents, 
1 hey were a venerfible couple of the better order of peasantry. The father 
seemed to repress his feelings ; but his fixed eye, contracted brow, and deeply- 
furrowed face, showed the struggle that was passing within . Bis wife hung 
on his arm, and wept aloud with the convulsive bursts of a mother's sorrow. 

I followed the funeral into the church. T?he bier was placed in the centre 
aisle, and the chaplet of white flowers, with a pair of white gloves, were hung 
over the seat which the deceased had occupied. 

Every one knows the soul-subduing pathos of the funeral service ; for who 
is so fortunate as never to have followed some one he has loved to the tomb ? 
but when performed over the remains of innocence and beauty, thus laid low 
in the bloom of existence — ^what can be more affecting ? At that simple, bat 
most solemn consignment of the body to the g^rave — Earth to earth — ashes 
to ashes— dust to dust ! " — ^the tears of the youthful companions of the 
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deceased flowed unrestrained. The father still seemed to struggle with his 
feelings, and to comfort himself with the assurance, that the dead are blessed 
which die in the Lord ; but the mother only thought of her child as a flower 
of the field cut down and withered in the midst of its sweetness : she was 
like Rachel. *' mourning over her children, and would not be comforted." 

On returning to the inn, I learned the whole story of the deceaaed. It was 
a simple one, and such as lias often been told. She had been the beauty and 
pride of the village. Her father had once been an opulent farmer, but was 
reduced in circumstances. This was an only child, aud brought up entirely 
at home, in the simplieity of rural life. She had l>een the pupil of the village 
pastor, the favorite lamb of his little flock. The good man watched over 
her education with paternal care ; it was limited, and suitable to the sphere 
in which she was to move ; for he only sought to make her an ornament to 
her station in life, not to raise her above it. The tenderness and indulgence 
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of her parents, and the exemption from all ordinary occupations, had fostered 
a natural grace and delicacy of character, that accorded with the fragile 
lovelinc ss of her form. She appeared like some tender plant of the garden, 
blooming accidentally amid the hardier natives of the fields. ' 

The superiority of her charms was felt and acknowlc dge:l by her companions, ' 
but without envy; for it was surpassed by the unassuming gentleness and 
winning kindness of her manners. It might be truly said of her : 

"This is the prettiest low-born lass, that ever 

Kan on the green-sward : nothing she does or seems. 

But smacks of something greater than herself ; 

Too noble for this place." 
The village was one of those sequestered spots, which still retain some 1 
vestiges of old English customs. It had its rural festivals and holiday 
pastimes, and still kept up some faint observance of the once popular rites of ' 
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May. These, indeed, had been promoted by its present pastor ; who was a 
lover of old customs, and one of those simple Christians that think their 
mission fulfilled by promoting joy on earth and good-will among mankind. 
Undel" his auspices the May-pole stood from year to year in thjB centre of the 
village green ; on May-day it was decorated with garlands and streamers ; 
and a queen or lady of the May was appointed, as in former times, to preside 
at the sports, and distribute the prizes and rewards. The picturesque 
situation of the village, and the fancifulness of its rustic fetes, would often 
attract the notice of casual visitors. Among these, on one May-day, was a 
young officer, whose regiment had been recently quartered in the neighbor- 
hood. He was charmed with the native taste that pervaded this village 
pageant ; but, above all, with the dawning loveliness of the queen of May. 
It was the village favorite, who was crowned with flowers, and blushing 
and smiling in all the beautiful confusion of girlish diffidence and delight. 
The artlessness of rural habits enabled him readily to make her acquaintance ; 
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be gradually won his way into her intimacy ; and paid his court to her in 
that unthinking way in which young officers are too apt to trifle with rustic 
simplicity. 

There was nothing in his advances to startle or alarm. He never even 
talked of love : but there are modes of making it more eloquent than lan- 
guage, and which convey it snbtilely and irresistibly to the heart. The 
beam of the eye, the tone of voice, the thousand tendernesses which emanate 
from every word, and look, and action— these form the true eloquence of 
love, and can always be felt and understood, but never described. Can we 
wonder that they should readily win a heart, young, guileless, and suscep- 
tible ? As to her, she loved aUhost unconsciously ; she scarcely inquired what 
was the growing passion that was absorbing every thought and feeling, or 
what were to be its consequences. She, indeed, looked not to the future. 
When present, his looks and words occupied her whole attention ; when 
absent, she thought but of what had passed at their recent interview. She 
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would wander with him through the green lanes and rural scenes of the 
vicinity. He taught her to see new beauties in nature ; he talked in the 
language of polite and cultivated life, and breathed into her ear the witchery 
of romance and poetry. 

Perhaps there could not have been a passion, between the sexes, more pure 
than this innocent girl's. The gallant tigure of her youthful admirer, and 
the splendor of his military attire, might at first have charmed her eye ; 
but it was not these that had captivated her heart. Her attachment had 
something in it of idolatry. She looked up to him as to a being of a superior 
order. She felt in his society the enthusiasm of a mind naturally delicate 
and poetical, and now first awakened to a keen perception of tbe beaatiful 
and grand. Of the sordid distinctions of rank and fortune, she thought 
nothing ; it was the difference of intellect, of demeanor, of manners, from 
those of the rustic society to which she had been accu8|;omed, that elevated 
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him in her opinion. She would listen to him with charmed ear and down . 
cast look of mute delight, and her cheek would mantle with enthusiasm ; or 
if ever she ventured a shy glance of timid admiration, it was as quickly 
withdrawn, and she would sigh and blush at the idea of her comparative 
unworthinoss. 

Her lover was equally impassioned ; but liis passion was mingled with 
feelings of a coarser nature. He had begun the connection in levity ; for he 
had often heard his brother officers boast of their village conquests, and 
thought some triumph of the kind necessary to his reputation as a man of 
spirit. But he was too full of youthful fervor. His lieart had not yet 
been rendered sufficiently cold and selfish by a wandering and a dissipated 
life : it caught fire from the very flame it sought to kindle j and before he 
was aware of the nature of his situation, he became really in love. 
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What waa he to do ? There were the old obstacles which so incessantly 
occur in these heedless attachments. His rank in life — the prejudices of 
titled connections — his dependence upon a proud and unyieldinj? father — 
all forbad him to think of matrimony ; — Lut when he looked down upon 
this innocent being, so tender and confidiugr, there was a purity in her 
manners, a blamelessness in her life, and a beseeching modesty in her 
looks, that awed down every licentious feeliuer. In vain did he try to fortify 
himself by a thousand heartless examples of men of fashion ; and to chill 
the glow of generous sentiment, with that cold derisive levity with which 
he had heard thorn talk of female virtue ; whenever he came into her pres- 
ence, she was still surrounded by that mysterious, but impassive, charm of 
virgin purity, in whose hallowed sphere no guilty thought can live. 

The sudden arrival of orders for the regiment to repair to the continent, 
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completed the eonfasion of bis mind. He remained for a short time in a 
state of the most painful irresolution ; he hesitated to communicate the 
tidings until the day for marchins? was at hand; wlien he gave her the 
intelligence in th3 course of an evening ramble. 

Ihe idea of parting had never before occurred to her. It broke in at once 
upon her dream of felicity; she looked upou it as a sudden and insurmount- 
able evil, anil wept with the guileless simplicity of a child. He drew her to 
his boFom, and kissed the tears from her soft < heek ; nor did he meet with 
a repulse ; for there are moments of mingled sorrow and tenderness, which 
hallow the cares?es of affection. He was naturally impetuous ; and the 
sight of beauty apparently yielding in his arms ; the confidence of his power 
over her, and the dread of losing her for ever, all conspired to overwhelm 
his better feelings — he ventured to propose that she should leave her home, 
and be the companion of his fortunes. 

He was quite a novice in seduction, and blushed and faltered at his own 
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baseness ; but go innocent of mind was his intended victim, that slie was 
at first at a loss to comprehend his meaning; and why she should leave her 
native village, and the humble roof of her parents. When at last the nature 
of his proposal flashed upon her pure mind, the effect was withering. She 
did not weep — she did not break forth into repioach — she said not a word- 
but she shrank back aghast as from a viper ; gave him a look of anguish 
that pierced to his very soul : and clasping her hands iu agony, fed, as if 
for refuge, to her father's cottage. 

The officer retired, confounded, humiliated, and repentant. It is uncertain 
what might have been the result of the conflict of his feelings, had not his 
thoughts been diverted by the bustle of departure. New scenes, new 
pleasures. and new companions, soon dissipated his s. If reproach, and stifled 
his ten<icrne88 ; yet, amidst the stir of camps, the revelries of garrisons, the 
array of armies, and even the din of battles, his thoughts would sometimes 
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steal back to tlie scene of rural qniet andlvillage simplicity — the white cot- 
tage—the fo Jtpath along the silver brook and up the hawthorn hedge, and 
the little village maid loitering along it, leaning on his arm, and listening to 
him with eyes beaming with uncons-cicu^ affection. 

The shock which the poor girl had received, in the destruction of all her 
ideal world, had indeed teen crueL Faintings and hysterics liad at first 
sliaken her tender frame, and were succeeded by a settled and pining melan- 
choly. She Lad balield from her window the march of the departing troopp. 
She had seen her faithless lover borne off, as if in triumph, amidst the 
sound of drum and trumpet, and the pomp of arms. She strained a last 
acJiing gaze after him, as the morning sun glittered about his figure, and 
his plume waved in the breeze : he passed away like a bright vision from 
lier sight, and left her all in darkness. 
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It would be trite to dwell on the particulars of her after-story. It was 

like other tales of love melancholy. She avoided soci ty, and wandered 

out alone in the walks she had most frequented with lier lover. S];e sought* 

I like the stricken deer, to weep in silence and loneliness, and brood over the 

I barbed sorrow that rankled in her soul. Sometimes she would be seen late 

' «)f an evening sitting in the porch of the village church ; and the milk- 

' maias, returning from the fields, would now and then overhear her, singing 

' some plaintive ditty in the hawthorn walk. She became fervent in her 

I cievotions at church ; and as the old people saw her approach, so wasted 

away, yet with a hectic bloom, and that hallowed air which melancholy 

diffuses round the form, they would make way for her, as for something 

I spiritual, and, looking after her, would shako their heads in gloomy fore- 

I boding. 

She felt a conviction that she was hastening to the tomb, but looked 
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forward to it as a place of rest. The silver cord that had bound her to ex- 
istence was loosed, and there seemed to fce no more pleasure under the sun. 
If ever her gentle bosom had entertained resentment against her lover, it 
was extinguished. She was incapable of angry passions ; and in a moment 
of saddened tenderness, she penned him a farewell letter. It was couched 
in the simplest language j but touching from its very simplicity. She told 
him that she was dying, and did not conceal from him that his conduct was 
the cause. She even depicted the sufferings which she had experienced ; 
but concluded with flaying, that she could not die in peace, until she had 
sent him her forgiveness and her blessing. 

By degrees her strength declined, that she could no longer leave the cot- 
tage. She could only totter to the window, where, propped up in her chair, 
it was her enjoyment to sit all day and look out upon the landscape. Still 
she uttered no complaint, nor imparted to anyone the malady that was 
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preying on her heart. She never even mentioned her lover's name ; but 
would lay her head on her mother's bosom and weep in silence. Her poor 
parents hung, in mute anxiety, over this fading blossom of t!ieir hopes, still 
nattering themselves that it might again revive to freshness, and that the 
bright unearthly bloom which sometimes flushed her cheeks might be the 
promise of returning health. 

In this way she was seated between tbem one Sunday afternoon ; her 
hands were clasped in theirs, the lattice was thrown open, and the soft air 
that stole in brought with it the fragrance of the clustering honeysuckle 
which her own hands had trained round the window. 

Her father had just been reading a chapter in the Bible : it spoke of the 
vanity of worJdly things, and of the joys of heaven ; it seemed to have 
diffused comfort and serenity through her bosom. Her eye was fixed on the 
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distant village church ; the bell had tolled for the evening service ; the last 
villager was Jagging into the porch ; and everything had sunk into that 
hallowed stillness p' culiar to the day of rest. Her parents were gazing on 
her with yearning hearts. Sickness and son ow, which pa-s so roughly over 
some faces, had gi\en to hers the expn ssion of a seraph's. A tear trembled 
in her soft blue eyv. Was she thinking of her faithless lover ? or were her 
thoughts wandering to that distant churchyard, into whose bosom slie 
might soon be gathered ? 

Suddenly the clang of hoofs was heard— a horseman galloped to the cot- 
tage — he dismounted before the window — the poor girl gave a faint ex- 
clamation, and sank back in her chair : it was her repentant lover I He 
rushed into the house, and flew to c]a«;p her to his bo8on\ ; but her wasted 
form, her death-like countenance— so wan, yet so lovely in its desolation,- 
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smote him to the soul, and he threw himself In an agony at her feet. She 
was too faint to rise— she attempted to extend her trembling hand — her lips 
moved as if she spoke, but no word was articulated— she looked down upon 
him with a smile of unutterable tenderness, and closed her eyes for ever I 

Such are the particulars which I gathered of this village story. They are 
but scanty, and I am conscious have little novelty to recommend them. In 
the present rage also for strange incident and high-seasoned narrative, they 
may appear trite and insignificant, but they interested me strongly at the 
time ; and, taken in connexion with the affecting ceremony which I had just 
witnessed, left a deeper impresssion on my mind than many circumstances 
of a more striking nature. I hftve passed through the place since, and 
visited the church again, from a bettor motive than mere curiositv. It was 
a winter evening ; the trees were stripped of their foliage ; the churchyard 
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looked naked and monrnfnl, and the wind rustled coldly through the dry 
gra-ss. Evergreens, however, had been planted about the grave of the village 
favorite, and osiers were bent over it to keep the turf uninjured. 

Tiie church door was open, and I stepped in. There hung the chaplet of 
flowers and the gloves, as on the day of the funeral : the flowers were 
withered, it is true, but care seemed to have been taken that no dust should 
soil tl.elr whiteness. I have seen many monuments, where art has ex- 
hausted its powers to awake the sympathy of the spectator, but I have 
met with none that spoke more touchingly to my heart than this simple, 
but delicate memento of departed innocence. 
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A gentleman I 
What, o%the;WooIpack ? or the sugar chest ! 
Cnr lists of velvet ? which is % pound, or yard, 
You vend your gentry by ? BB€fGAR's BuSH. 

There Bie few places, pore favorable to the study of character than an 
English country church. I was once passing a few weeks at the seat of a 
friend, who resided in the vicinity of one, the appearance of which particu- 
larly struck my fancy. It w^s one of those rich morsels of quaint antiquity 
which give such a pecular charm to English landscape. It stood in the 
midst of « country filled with ancient families, and contained, within it 

r- — ^ 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



^ 



THE COUNTRY CHURCH. 



-i? 



& 



86 

^^ -c c^ ^^' r^^ ^ / ' / « . 
.^;^ ^V. >^'^'\^ ^ A 

oold and silent tisleg,fhe congregated dust of many noble generations. The 
interior wi^s were encrusted with monuments of every agd and style. The 
lig^t streamed through windows dimmed with armorial bearings, richly em- 
blazoned in stained glass. In various parts of the church were tombs of 
knights, and high-boJni dames, of gorgeous workmanship, with their effigies 
in colored marble: On every side the eye was struck with some instance 
of aspiring mortality ; some haughty memorial which human pride had 
erected over its kindred tfu^t in this temple of the most humble of all re- 
ligions. 

The oongrejgation wiks composed of the neighboring people of rank, who 
sat in pews, sumptuously lined and Cushioned, and furnished with richly- 
gilded Prayer-books ; of the viUf^rs and peasantry, who filled the back 
seats, and a small gallery beside the organ ; and of the poor of the parish, 
whtr were ranged on benches in the aisldk. 

The service wte performed by a snufBing, weU-ftfd viCar, who had a snug 
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dwelling near |the churob. He was a privileged guest at all the tablfes of 
tbe neighborhood, and had been the keenest fox-hunter in the country ; 
until age and good living had ^sabled him from doing anything more than 
ride to see the hounds throw off, and make one at the hunting dinner. 

Under the ministry of such a pastor, I found it impossible to get into the 
train of thought suitable to the time and place ; so having, like many other 
feeble Christians, compromised with my conscience by laying the sin of my 
own delinquency at another person's threshold, I occupied myself by making 
observations on my neighbors.- 

I was as yet stranger in England, and curious to notice the manners of 
its fashionable classes. I found, as usual, that there was the least pretension 
where there was the most acknowledged title to respect. I was particularly 
struck, for instance, with the family of a nobleman of high rank, consisting 
of seyeral sons and daughters. Nothing could be more simple and un- 
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assuming than their appearance. Tli^ generally came to church in the 
plainest equipagOrand often on foot. The young ladies would stop and con- 
yerse in the kindest manner with the peasantry, caress the children, and 
listen to the stories of the humble cottagers. Their countenuioes were opea 
and beautifully fair, with an expression of high refinement, but, at the same 
time, a frank cheerfulness, and an engaging affability. Their brothers were 
tall, and elegantly formed. They were dressed fashionably, but simply; 
with strict neatness and propriety, but without any mannerism or foppish- 
ness. Their whole demeanor was ea^y .ami natural, with that lofty grace, 
and noble frankness, which bespeaks f ree-i)om souls that have neyer been 
checked in their growth by feelings of inferiority. There is a healthful 
hardiness about real dignity, that never dreads contact and communion 
with others, however humble. It is only spurious pride that is morbid and 
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aensitive, and shrinks from eyery touch. I Mtran pleitaed to see the manner 
iA which they would oonyerse wtth the peasantry about those rural concerns 
and field-sports, in which the gentlemen of this country so much delight. 
In these oonyeraations, there was neither haughtiness on the one part, nor 
seryility on the other ; and you were only reminded of the difference of rank 
by the habitual respect of the peasant. 

In contrast to these was the family of a wealthy citizto, who had amassed 
a vast fortune ; and, having purchased the estate and mansion of a ruined 
nobleman in the neighborhood, was endeavoring to assume all the style 
and dignity of an hereditary lord of the soil. The family always came to 
church en prince. They were rolled majestically along in a carriage em- 
blazoned with arms. The crest glittered in silver radiance from every part 
of the harness where a crest could possibly be placed. A fat coachman ina 
. three-oomered hat, ri«hly laoed. and a flaxen wig, curling close round his . 
^ fif 
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rosy face, was seated on the box, with a sleek Danish dog beside him. Two 
footmen, in gorgeous liveries, with huge bouquets, and gold-headed canes, 
lolled behind. The carriage rose and sunk on its long springs with peculiar 
stateliness of motion. The very horses champed their bits, arched their 
necks, and glanced their eyes more proudly than common horses : either 
because they had caught a little of the family feeling, or were reined up 
more tightly than ordinary. 

I could not but admire the style with which this splendid pageant was 
brought up to the gate of the churchyard. There was a vast effect pro- 
duced at the turning of an angle of the wall ;— a great smacking of the 
whip ; straining and scrambling of the horses ; glistening of harness, and 
flashing of wheels through gravel. This was the moment of triumph and 
vain -glory to the coachman. The horses were urged and checked until they 
were fretted into a foam. They threw out their feet in » prancing trot, 
dashing about pebbles at every step. The crowd of villagers sauntering 
& & 
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quietly to the church, opened precipitately to the right and left, gaping in 
vacant admiration. On reaching the gate^ the horses were pulled up with a 
suddenness that produced an immediate stop, and almost threw them on 
their haunches. 

There was an extraordinary hurry of the footman to alight, open the door, 
pull down the steps, and prepare everything for the descent on earth of this 
august family. The old citizen first emerged his round red face from out the 
door, looking about him with the pompous air of a man accustomed to rule 
on 'Change, and shake the Stock Market with a nod. His consort, a fine, 
fleshy, comfortable dame, followed him. There seemed, I must confess, but 
little pride in her composition. She was the picture of broad, honest, vul- 
gar enjoyment. The world went well with her ; and she liked the world. 
She had fine clothes, a fine house, a fine carriage, fine children, everything 
was fine about her : it was nothing but driving about, and visiting and 
a 
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feasting, iite was to her a petpetnal revel ; it was one long Lord Mayor's 

day. 

TWO daughters succeeded to this goodly couple. They certainly were 
htodsome ; but had a supe^ciliotis air. that chilled admiration, and disposed 
the spectators to be critical. They were ultra-fashionables in dress ; and, 
though no one could deny the richness of their decorations, yet their appro- 
priateness might be questioned amidst the simplicity of a country church. 
The j^ descended loftily from the carriage, and moved up the line of peasantry 
with a step that seem'ed dainty of the soil it trod on. They cast an excursive 
glance around, that passed coldly over the burly faces of the peasantry, until 
they met the eyes of the nobleman's family, when their countenances im- 
mediately brightened into smiles, and they made the most profound and 
elegant courtesies, which were returned in a manner that showed they yf^en 
but slight acquaintance. 

I must not forget the two sons of this aspiring citizen, who came to the 
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church in a da8lung..carricle, with oatriden. They were arrayed in the ex- 
tremity of the mode, with all that pedantry of dress which marks the man 
of questionable pretensions to style. They kept entirely hy themselves, 
eyeing everyoQe askance that came near them, as if measuring his claims 
to respectability ; yet they were without conversation, except the exchange 
of an occasional cant phrase. They were even moved artificially • for their 
bodies, in compliance with the caprices of the day,Jwd been disciplined 
into the absence of all ease and freedom. Art had done everything 
to accomplish th^m as men of fashion, bpt nsiture had denied them the 
nameless grace. They were vulgarly shaped, like n^en formed for the com- 
mon purposes of life, and had that air of supercilioos assumption whidi is 
never seen in the true gentleman. 

I have been rather minute in drawing the pictures of these two families, 
because I considered, them specin;iflin8 of what is.pftep tp be met with in this 



^ 



y Google 



p- 



94 THE COUNTRY CHURCH. 

^ ^ c^'\^\^ -f. ■ 



-© 



w 



/ 














oonnti^— the unpretending gi^at. and the torogant little. I haye to respeet 
for titled rank, unless it be accompanied with true nobility of soul ; but I 
hare renuurked, in all countries Where artificial distinctions exist, the very 
highest classes are always the most cdirteous and unassuming. Those who 
are well assured of their own standing are least apt to trespass on that of 
others ; whereas nothing is so offensive as the aspirings of vulgarity, which 
thinks to elevate itself by humiliating its neighbor. 

As I havd brought fhese families into contrast, I dmst notice their be- 
havior in church. That of the nobleman's family was quiet, serious, and 
attentive. Kot that they appeared to have any fervor of devotion, but 
rather a respect for saered things, aiid sacred places, inseparable from good 
breeding. The others, on the contrary, were in a perpetual flutter and 
whisper ; they betrayed a continual consciousness of finery, and a sorry 
ambition of being the wonders of a rural congregation. 
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The old gentleman' wan the only one really attentive to the service. He 
took the whole harden of family devotion upon himself, standing bolt up- 
right, and uttering the responses with a loud voice that might be heard all 
over the ohurch. It was evident that he was one of those thorough Church 
and king men, who cozteect the idea of devotion and loyalty ; who consider 
the Deity, somehow or other, of the government party, and religion ** a very 
excellent sort of thing, that ought to be countenanced and kept up." 

When he joined so loudly in the service, it seemed more by way of ex- 
ample to the lower orders, to show them, that though so great and wealthy, 
he was not above being religious ; as I have seeh a turtle-fed Alderman 
swallow publicly a basin of chaMty soup, smacking his lips at every mouth- 
ful, and pronouncing it ** excellent food for the poor." 

When the service was at on end, I was curious to witness the several exits 
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of my gronps. The ;^oang nol^lemen and their sisters, as the day was fine, 
preferred strolling home acro8» the fields, cl\a^ting with the country people 
as they went. The others departed as they came, in grand parade. Again 
were the equipages wheeled up to the gate. There was again the smacking 
of whips, the clattering of hoofs, and the glittering of harness. The horses 
started off almost ^ a bound ; the villagers again hurried to right and left ; 
the wheels threw up a cloud at dust ; and the aspiring ftunjly was rapt out 
of sight in a i/ifhirlwiQd. 
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